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car had often to halt for bullock carts to pass, the motor-
ists had many whiffs of odours, both pungent and sick-
ening. The bright hues of the women's drapery, the
dank of their silver ornaments, their coy glances, their
upright bearing, as they walked with swaying hips,
carrying heavy loads on their heads, delighted Mrs. West
and Olga. Mr. West, more practical and less romantic
than his companions, grunted disapproval of the stench,
and frankly declared that he failed to see anything
beautiful about naked babies playing in refuse heaps,
women searching for lice in their neighbours' hair, men
answering the calls of nature by the roadside.
About two miles beyond the city Moti Lai pointed out
a group of bungalows, stating that Colonel Darcy Sahib
had formerly lived in one of them, and that they were now
unoccupied guest houses. Mr. West was much im-
pressed by the skilful manner in which the engineers had
constructed the road, which, though tortuous, and in
places very steep, rendered access relatively easy to the
Maharaja's residence that occupied the site of an old fort
on the summit of a hill.
** What's the purpose of those white stones ? " said
Olga, when the car reached a particularly serpentine
bend of the road, where bank and cutting alternated.
<c This is called the Samp or Snake, because of the
curves," replied Mod Lai, gesticulating violently in his
endeavour to make himself clear. " The Maharaja
Sabib nearly had a bad accident here some months back,
and so he ordered that the edges of the road should be
defined with white stones. The stones are shown up at
night by the headlights of a car, and serve as a guide to
the driver." Farther on, close to the palace entrance,
Moti Lai directed attention to the old cart road, from the
palace to the city, now used only by pedestrians.
The guard presented arms as the car rolled through the
outermost gateway, with the remains of two immense
wooden doors, brisding with huge iron spikes, intended